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in order to find out whether 1 had any exact information with
regard to the nature of the Crown Prince's death. For I was
to learn later that Francis Joseph had telegraphed to the
Emperor Wilhelm, who had then been only a few months on
the throne, that his son had taken his own life. I have since
been told of the farewell letter which the Crown Prince hud
sent to his wife, Princess Stephanie, on the eve of hb death.
This I read with my own eyes, and it proves that all the talk
of the alleged murder of the drown Prince caught by a
forester in flagrant* with his wife, was nonsense.
Now the whole matter is clear to me. I had not taken
Vctscra's uncle very seriously, for he was not a matt to be
trusted. Would a man write a farewell letter the day before
he was going to be murdered ? Baron Miti's excellent work
on the Crown Prince (ltiscl-\fyla& Ldifrqtg) in any case
makes the Rudolf affair reasonably clear.
That even on the Semmcting, aud especially when he
was about to visit Berlin, Bttlow was greatly occupied with
affairs of State, I once had occasion to observe on a walk
across the Styrian boundary. As I was going along in the
cool of the approaching autumn, I suddenly heard a man's
voice behind me say aloud: ** The Balkan States . . ."
Wondering who was carrying on this political conversation*
I turned and saw Count 130 low walking alone, buried in his
thoughts and talking to himself. As soon as he saw me he
broke off. He was to go to Berlin the following day and was
no doubt preparing the speech he had to make before the
Council of Ministers on recent political events, which, as so
often that summer, once more centred in the Balkan States*
* . . I of course gave no sign of having heard anything and
we walked on some way together. Then my companion, who
was intending to walk to Mttozuschlag, a good three-hours*
tramp, and there meet the ladies, took leave of me.
One evening I went to the station when the Minister was
leaving for Berlin. He asked me whether 1 had any important
work on hand and I replied that I was thinking of a life of
Cayour, but was constantly distracted by my journalistic
activities. He said very wisely: " You'll have to take care
you don't leave too much wool on the hedges/' It was a
warning to concentrate, and I have often remembered it